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“See how the wind blows..." 


The elderly gentleman and | often 
found ourselves side by side ona 
weathered park bench, positioned 
perfectly to take in the gentle 
splashes of the fountain that danced 
in the sunlight. 

Our conversations were typically 
brief, perhaps adhering to an 
unspoken code of respect that 
seemed to exist between us. 

| found a certain comfort in his quiet 


presence, as he never pressed me 
for spare change or cigarettes, 
allowing me the space to immerse 
myself in my own reflections. 

There was an unspoken 
understanding that made our shared 
moments in the park feel both 
serene and respectful, a rare 
connection in a world that often 
rushes past. 

There was something about the way 
he suddenly transformed into a 
loquacious storyteller that piqued 
my curiosity, though | had no desire 
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to delve into the complexities of his 
motivations. 

As he captured my attention, he 
began weaving a tale about an 
elderly woman from his past, 
someone who seemed to hold a 
significant place in his memories. 

| found myself intrigued, yet hesitant 
to explore the depths of his 
reasoning for sharing this narrative, 
as it felt like a rabbit hole | wasn't 
ready to enter. 

lt seems he was referring to a 
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woman, but my lack of expertise in 
Hobo folklore prevents me from 
deciphering any underlying 
symbolism. 

Therefore, | will simply assume he 
meant someone of the female 
variety, steering clear of yet another 
intense debate with those who feel 
lost in the chaos of Ahriman’'s 
influence—individuals who came of 
age during his resurgence on Earth, 
a time marked by his ambitious 
social overhaul and the reassertion 
of his legal claim over the world, as 
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outlined in a millennium-long 
contract with God. 

This situation is further complicated 
by the existence of approximately 72 
recognized gender identities, and | 
must also acknowledge the potential 
repercussions | face for failing to use 
the preferred pronouns of the 
Hobo's female companion, which 
could be construed as a serious 
felony offense. 

Engaging in such conversations often 
feels like an exercise in futility, 
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draining both time and energy. 
Without fail, we inevitably arrive at 
a juncture where these mentally 
distressed, indoctrinated youths— 
reminiscent of the brainwashing 
tactics seen in 1950s North Korea— 
struggle to uphold their Wookie 
mantras. 

As the dialogue shifts against them, 
they resort to frantic outbursts, 
hurling profanities at me and my 
lineage before retreating to the 
safety of their proverbial command 
centers. 
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These sanctuaries, typically nestled 
in their mothers’ air-conditioned 
basements, become their 
hideaways, where they will spend 
countless hours scheming their 
digital retribution on social media 
platforms. 

Amidst my preoccupation with the 
relentless battle against this 
Ahriman-inspired social malaise, | 
realized | had become lost in my 
thoughts, perhaps oblivious to the 
subtle significance of the union pin 
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on my lapel, a symbol of my role as a 
founding member of the now- 
banned Jesuits of Truth, which 
underscores my unwavering 
dedication to honesty. 

With a gentle nudge to my arm, he 
pulled me back to the present 
moment, his voice cutting through 
the haze of my distraction as he 
remarked, “What a girl this wind 
must be, fierce and untamed, a 
tempest swirling around us; it 
possesses the strength to transform 
even the most desolate desert into a 
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vibrant sea of fluid motion, while 
the skies above are heavy with ever- 
changing hues, reminiscent of the 
girl’s long, wind-tossed hair dancing 
in the gusts...” 

He elaborated with a rich and 
evocative description, stating, “As 
the sand dunes shift and journey 
southward, the once fierce winds 
begin to soften, transforming into a 
gentle caress reminiscent of a lover's 
tender whisper. In that serene 
moment, | find clarity; | can almost 
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hear the hushed warnings heralding 
the approach of yet another 
enchanting desert evening. 

lt resonates within me, a profound 
realization of the affection | have 
cultivated for the warm, soothing 
essence of this summer breeze. 

| feel a deep sense of contentment 
in a place where winter is not just an 
unwelcome guest but a season that 
never dares to intrude." 

The narrative may not reach the 
sultry heights of a Tracy Abrams 
Harlequin romance filled with desire 
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and treachery, yet it possesses a 
unique, improvisational quality that 
inexplicably conjures images of a 
youthful, secretive Allen Ginsburg 
yearning to cling to the back of a 
roaring Harley. 

Picture him, gripping tightly to a 
rugged, unkempt figure from the 
Hell’s Angels, a chance encounter 
sparked amidst the fervor of the 
Berkeley Free Speech Protests. 

It’s a vivid tableau of rebellion and 
longing, where the spirit of the era 


intertwines with personal desire, 
and | can’t help but recall that 
Professor Harris was also present at 
those protests, adding another layer 
of complexity to this evocative 
scene. 

Reflecting on the past, | find myself 
enveloped in a bittersweet nostalgia 
for the old man's tale, a poignant 
reminder of my oversight in not 
bringing along my fountain pen and 
well-worn reporter's notepad. 
Those tools would have been 
invaluable for capturing the 
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charming phrases he wove into his 
story of love lost and opportunities 
missed, all stemming from his 
reluctance to leave the sun-soaked 
life of Palm Springs. 

He often spoke of his encounters 
with our beloved figure, Mrs. Nancy 
Regan, who would entice him with 
tales of a nearly deserted cove along 
Highway 101, just east of Key West. 
There, her brother-in-law operated a 
quaint charter cruise ship, offering 
three-hour excursions through the 


enchanting Lower Keys. 

Intriguingly, she once hinted at his 
clandestine side business, 
transporting freight to Cuba under 
the cover of moonless nights, adding 
an air of mystery to her already 
Captivating narrative. 

At some juncture along my journey, 

| made the decision to retreat into a 
self-imposed exile, driven by an 
instinctive unease that tingled at the 
back of my mind. 

My instincts, honed by years of 
navigating the complexities of my 
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neighborhood, warned me that he 
might be an informant or, even more 
troubling, something far worse. 

His nonchalant reference to Cuba 
raised red flags, especially when he 
casually revealed that this woman’s 
family had connections to gun 
smuggling operations to the island 
during the tumultuous period 
surrounding the infamous Bay of 
Pigs invasion. 

The weight of those implications 
pressed heavily on my conscience, 
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compelling me to distance myself 
from a situation that felt increasingly 
perilous. 

Feeling the weight of confinement 
pressing down on me, | implored for 
mercy, my words tumbling out ina 
manner unbecoming of a Jesuit 
devoted to honesty. 

| fabricated an excuse about needing 
to attend another gathering at 
Commissar Harris’s newly 
established Peace and Harmony 
Committee Fan Club, my voice 
tinged with urgency. 
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To further deter any potential 
pursuit, | hastily claimed, “lama 
local, founding member of the 
Commissar’s “What Can Be’ 
Subcommittee,” hoping this would 
lend an air of credibility to my ruse 
and keep me from being followed. 
As | turned to leave, he persisted, his 
voice trailing off into the air: 
“...perhaps you don’t feel the same 
joy and deep respect | have for this 
exquisite desert breeze...”. 

| was never the kind of person who 
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could simply throw together a 
narrative, especially when it came to 
crafting a compelling story to 
appease my corporate overlords at 
the WWWG Plantation. 

The thought of hearing the sweet 
jingle of my hard-earned savings as 

| strolled back from the Western 
Union Office was a tantalizing 
motivation. 

With a sense of urgency, | hurried to 
my spacious, well-appointed rented 
room, complete with commercial- 
grade plastic windows, eager to 
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document the day’s escapades. 
Drawing upon the skills | honed as a 
proud graduate of the Columbia 
School of Journalism (Home Study 
Course), | meticulously penned and 
refined my account, weaving it into 
a tapestry of prose and speculation. 
To mask the gaps in my memory— 
thanks to my absent reporter’s 
notepad left behind on the 
counter—| added a touch of 
wistfulness to the narrative. 

Just as the clock ticked down to the 
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post office's closing time, | 
completed my piece and rushed to 
send it off to WWWG, feeling a mix 
of relief and anticipation. 
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San Giovanni Metro Stop Gallery 
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| “UNTER DER 
UMSCHLAGPLATZROSE” 
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